MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
Henry Irving and Ellen Terry at Delmonico's I kissed Mrs. Gilbert's hand as I entered. She was not in the bill we were then playing at the theatre, and I had not seen her for some time.
Irving, probably thinking that it was rather a formal greeting for people who saw each other every day, said: "You don't always do that, do you?'
"No, I usually do this." And I kissed her on the cheek.
This delightful old lady had been "grandma" to us all and had been on the stage many years. During the run of Granny she died.
After Augustin Daly died, Ada Rehan played hi Paul Kestefs play, Sweet Nell of Old JDr&ry, and with Otis Skinner hi revivals of some of the old Daly successes. I did not see her in any of these productions. The last time I saw her was at her house in Ninety-third Street. She was ill then and had aged a great deal in appearance; but I do not believe either of us thought that it was our last meeting. Our conversation was more reminiscent than it had been before. We talked of those youthful days at the Arch Street Theatre and the very early Daly days.
Ada Rehan had a fine mind; she was a great actress and she had a sweet soul.t a supper party Augustin Daly gave one year forsibility of any tampering with the hand organ, had removed the handle, and then in his first- with. The cup bore the name of theaal Marie by W. W. Ftntsr,
